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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

CONCENTRIC CIRCLES 

Cracks in broken windows 

Thread out like spokes from the center where a pebble 
or a bullet struck, 

Cross and recross, and spread to the edge of the pane. 

Ripples in still water or running water race out in con- 
centric circles from the place where a stone or a 
body is thrown in. 

Ice forms on pools in long thin slivers that knit slowly 
and close up the gaps till a hard, brittle floor is 
formed. 

Fissures in stones spread slowly, and widen and deepen 
with the prying of frost. 

Thoughts are like all these things. 

PRAYER 

O thou elemental 

Rain, sun, and body of the quick warm earth: 
Hear these words from the cells of thy blood, 
Multitudinous, various! 

Let the waters at the dim roots of the grass be sweet, 
And the milk be abundant in the breasts of time — 
Yet a little while, till the pearl-gray banners of smoke 
Be dissolved, and the flowing of rivulets be but a distant 

murmur 
In the shout and the far white splendor of thy coming. 
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